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Slash and Cary 


Author's Notes: 
Been sitting on this for a while; just finally finished it. And yes, the guy's name was a bit of a pun that just 
stuck. 


There's nothing happening on floors one through eight-completely dead except for one old guy on the sixth 
floor wandering around in his borrowed bathrobe. The ninth floor, though... It's the ninth floor where you want 


to be. That's the one to worry about. 


Guns N' Roses have come to town and in order to have enough room for their entourage and never-ending 
party, they decided to rent out an entire floor of the hotel. The maids are expecting a nice, big paycheck next 


week, even if they aren't looking forward to earning that overtime. 


Anyway, it's the ninth floor that has the action. That's where the attention is. The parties originally started in 
the hotel rooms themselves but have long since spilled out into the hallway. Groupies of every shape, size and 
kink litter the floor-some already used and tossed away like Kleenex, others just waiting their turn to be 


abused. One girl screams as she's practically run over from behind but when she turns to yell at the person 


to watch where they're going, her mouth simply drops. 


The blond rockstar that almost flattened the girl grins sheepishly, his arm around a pouting brunette. She's 
trying to look cold and distant-sexy in her mind-but can only seem to manage a dissatisfied petulant. Duff's 
quickly followed by his shaggy haired buddy-they're joined at the hip-but Slash only gets partway out before 


he trips, courtesy of too much Jack 


He doesn't have to get acquainted with the floor, though, because Duff catches him, spins him around and 
holds him for a bit, smiling down at him. Slash's face breaks into a silly grin, laughing at himself and at the 
situation as Duff helps him back onto his feet. Slash sways unsteadily, grinning straight at Duff's chest. Duff 


laughs. "What, no kiss?" he complains with a smile. 


He was just joking but Slash is feeling playful. He wraps his arms around Duff's neck, carefully avoiding the girl 
that Duff has yet to let go off and grins. "My hero," he whispers and firmly kisses Duff, his tongue unfurling 
into the other man's mouth. With a wet smack, they part and both grin at each other while Duff's groupie has 
gone from petulant to perturbed. Duff swings around and kisses her, trying to make sure that everyone is 
happy before pulling them all into the room across the hallway. 


Once inside the room, the two rockstars nod to everyone they know, or think they should know, or think should 
know them. Some nod back, but most just ignore the newcomers, except for the scattered groupies, taking 
notice of the possible targets before turning back to the neat lines on the mirrors. Duffs girl tries to look 
sexy and plasters herself to Duff's side but her eyes flash when she catches sight of Axl sitting comfortably 
in an overstuffed armchair. Every groupie's dream to sleep with the lead singer, as if it had a special status. 
As one, Slash and Duff collapse onto a couch, Duff dragging the girl down with him. The girl squeaks as Duff 


manhandles her onto his lap, nuzzling at the nape of her neck before turning to smile at Slash. 


The girl tilts her head into a ‘come hither’ glance, her lashes lowering as she pouts her lips. Axl doesn't even 
notice; he leans forward to tell a joke to Izzy, sprawled out on the floor next to him. The girl flips her hair 
over her shoulder and carefully lowers her tight top, each inch carefully calculated She stands up, strutting 
over to the oblivious Axl as Duff, while physically taller than Axl, is a smaller fish. Duff's sad to see her go, 
his hand releasing her arm as he loses his private lap warmer, but, fortunately for him, Slash is right there 
to console him and together they start laughing. They know the girl's chances with Axl tonight because, 
unfortunately for her, Erin Everly's there, snuggled up next to Axl and she already smells fresh meat, her 


upper lip curling. 


Duff and Slash laugh some more at the unsuspecting girl, before collapsing in on each other. Slash licks a 
playful stripe up Duff's cheek and backs away. With the drunken equivalent of an evil leer, Duff stands, weaving 
slightly as he takes a few careful steps towards Slash and collapses onto his lap. Duff ends up sprawled over 
the cushions, partly on Slash, but mostly off as Slash fails to catch him but they both laugh as Duff rights 
himself. Comfortable on his friend's lap, Duff tilts Slash's head, starting to slobber on his neck. Slash giggles as 
it tickles but moans and shivers when Duff finds his spot. 


At the sound, Axl's head swiveled to fix the two with a death glare. Erin sinks behind him, peering out from 


around his shoulder at the two, before losing interest. Axl motions to a roadie standing off to the side of the 
room, one that had yet to join the party. The roadie simply nods and strides over to two on the couch, 
regarding them quietly. 


Duff and Slash ignore him, completely wrapped up in each other. Until the roadie shoves Duff off of Slash with 
one beefy arm, the other reaching for Slash. Slash blinks, holding up his hands in a feeble attempt to fight the 


roadie off. "You're sussuspode..," Slash slurs. He swallows and tries again. "Mmm..out, man." 


Duff finally manages to right himself and sprawls himself over Slash. "Only when he's like, passed out, you 
know?" he says, a repeat of Slash but clearer. The roadie swats Duff away again, pushes Slash's arms out of 
the way, and slings Slash over his shoulder like the rockstar was a rolled up rug needing to be moved. Slash, 
for his part, is really in no shape to fight and hangs limply. Duff struggles to his feet, looming over the 


shorter roadie and, swaying, pokes a finger at him. "Cary... 


The roadie gives Duff a once over, analyzing the potential threat, and walks right past the indignant blond. Slash 
reaches out, grabbing a fistful of Duff's hair as he passes, tugging Duff along. Duff winces as Slash pulls, 
bending in an attempt to alleviate the pain and follows, submissive but whining. Cary shrugs Slash into a better 


position and keeps moving, carrying his charge out of the room. 


Out in the hallway, the groupies perk up at seeing two of their idols being forcefully removed. One giddy girl 
comes running up to them, nearly tripping over her own heels as she waves a large photo. She falls into line 
behind the procession, keeping up, and thrusts the picture at Slash, who stares at it for a minute, confused. 
When she hands him a pen he smiles and grabs it, releasing Duff to take the photo too. Duff stops dead, 
rubbing at his abused scalp in his moment of reprieve. After signing the picture, Slash, sluggishly realizing that 
Duff wasn't following anymore, stared mournfully down the hall at the tall blond. He gave the picture back to 
the girl and held out a hand to Duff, stretching as he tried to reach him. 


Duff stared at Slash's outstretched hand and, smiling happily, seized it, letting Slash pull him along again The 
groupie held the picture and pen out to Duff, fairly bouncing with excitement. Duff took the pen from her and, 
unable to reclaim his other hand from Slash, awkwardly signed the photo with his left hand. The girl squealed 
when he finished the second ‘f and took off down the hall, leaving Duff still clutching her pen. He shrugged and 


tossed it over his shoulder, skipping a few steps to catch up more fully with Slash. 


Cary shrugs Slash again as he stops in front of a door, pushing it open and stepping inside. A row of dressers 
with mirrors line one wall of the room all the way to the windows on the other side and two big beds dominate 
the rather small hotel room. The roadie dumps Slash on one of the beds, straightens his shoulders and strides 
out of the room, shutting the door behind him. Slash blinks at the air where the roadie used to be before 
turning to Duff. Duff tilts his head, confused, and then smiles. Slash blinks again, not quite understanding. Not 
until Duff falls on top of him, pinning him to the bed. 


Slash curls his leg up, pressing it to Duff's side as he struggles underneath Duff, trying to get more 
comfortable on the bed. Duff releasing him for a moment, letting Slash decide where he wants to be before 
settling back on top. Duff grins and trails sloppy, wet, kisses down Slash's neck until he reaches Slash's shirt. He 


yanks at the fabric and with Slash protesting, manages to rip it at the neckline. Slash glares and with a few 
good slaps, gets Duff to sit up. Slash pulls up the bottom of the shirt but that's as far as he gets as he can't 
seem to figure out what to do after that. Duff pulls Slash up off the bed, yanking the shirt over his head and 
tossing it to a far corner of the room. The shirt successfully disposed of, he drops Slash back to the bed and 
sets to work on Slash's chest. Slash clutches at Duff's head, musing the yellow hair, and moans. 


And then there's a knock at the door, so | swivel my chair away from the cameras to the door. "Fred," | say 


nodding at my new co-worker. "Go see who that is." 


Fred gives me an annoyed glare that | ignore and sets down his coffee. "You know | don't get paid enough to put 


up with your shit, Roy." 


"Rookie always gets the gopher jobs." Behind me, | see a pair of pants fly towards the camera and | punch a 


few buttons, changing the main screens to less eventful areas. Deep down, | already know who's at the door. 
Fred sighs and his chair squeaks as he leaves it to open the door. There's a muffled exchange with Fred 
eventually repeating "I'm sorry, sir, you cant come in" Unfortunately for Fred and me, Fred doesn't exactly 
project authority all that well, and it doesn't take long before | have a rather large roadie standing before me. 
"You can't be in here, sir," | tell him blandly. 

‘lm going to have to ask you to shut off the cameras," he replies and | sigh. 

‘Of course you are." Damn rockstars, anyway. Think they're God. 

"Do you have a dog?" | blink. What? 


Fred pipes up by the door. "I do." 


Cary smiles at him. "I like dogs." | smile wanly. "Not to be stereotypical or anything here, but we have two 
choices here." He pulls out two hundreds, offering one to each of us. 


"We can take the bribe or get the shit beaten out of us," | guess. 
"No," he says shaking his head. 
"No?" 


"You can take the ‘generous donation or you can get sued for invasion of privacy. Welcome to the 80s, 


gentlemen" He turns to Fred. "I'll own your dog.’ 


Fred looks a bit nervous at that. "Two hundred," | counter. "Each." 


Cary pulls out two extra hundreds, adds them to the ones he already had out and gives them to us. "Nice 
doing business with you," he says and leaves, politely shutting the door behind him. | nod and disable the 
cameras to floor nine, erasing the tape. Sure lm going to catch hell in the morning when the hotel management 
realizes that part of their security went curiously blank during the night but this is fucking Guns N' Roses. 
That Axl Rose is one crazy bitch | really don't want to mess with. And power outages happen, you know? 


